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built up his restaurant entirely by his own skill, from
nothing, and he was a Monarchist. The Reds shot him
and left him on a dung-heap. His old wife told me of
the murder, with tears streaming down her face.

That night, sleepless in a cold bed, my mind kept
turning over the events of the siege. I thought of the
scene, so well described by Geoffrey Moss, where Largo
Caballero, until lately one of the heroes of Left-Wing
England, stood with a group of camera-men to watch an
attempt to blow up the defenders of the Alcazar with
their 570 women and children. True, the non-combatants
had been offered a safe conduct to Red territory, but so
were all women and children in Republican Spain offered
food and shelter behind the Nationalist lines. When
Caballero sends Russian aeroplanes to drop high explo-
sives into the Alcazar, and three times tries to blow it
sky-high, he is conducting military operations. Admitted.
But when Franco bombs Barcelona the British Govern-
ment telegraph an indignant protest because some women
and children have inevitably been killed. Again, just
before the advance to Barcelona, we telegraph to Franco
asking him to be merciful to his opponents. How
strangely our advice will read in the light of history I . . .

Presumably Lord Halifax did not know then of the
torture prison in Barcelona (even if our Secret Service had
reported it to the Foreign Office, it might well have
escaped his attention in the press of events), and he could
not have known that the prisoners confined there would
be taken by the Republicans towards the French frontier
as hostages, and that at Pont des Molins on February yth
the Republicans would shoot the Bishop of Teruel and
forty-one other elderly men, innocent of any crime except
anti-Communism.

In the sight of God the life of a bishop is doubtless no
more than that of a butcher, but to us his liquidation can-